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INTRODUCTION - SHAHNAZ MUZAMMIL 


Shahnaz Muzammil, in the realm of poetry, has now 
become a house-hold word. Publication of her. fifth poetic 
collection reveals her creative urge, Writing in the 
unconventional lyrical form amounts to a "Jehad" in the 
contemporary perspective. Shahnaz Muzammil has displayed 
this spirit in her verses. Her blank verse also shows her 
proximity to her own line of thought, Through her poetry she 
attempts, to. discover her’ inner. self. "This search is neither 
romantic nor. metaphysical. On the contrary it is worldly and 
realistic, Her verses, which are an attempt. at defining the 
emotional level, smack of the universal deprivation of the 
individual and colour of the undulating existence. 


Anis Nagi 


Any society, where denial of the right of a woman to 
create is accepted as a norm, becomes infertile socially and 
culturally. Unluckily most of our third world socicties have 
chosen the path of stapnation rather than creativity. With 
closed eyes and looking toward others we remain enclosed in 
our own dreams feartul of encountering new ones. 


| Shahnaz Muzammil, in this atmosphere of non-creative 
tradition, has come up as a live and creative artist. Her poetry 
S like a morning emerging out of the ruins of our 
Civilization. — true and beautiful. 


Nazir Qaiser, 


VERSATILE SCHOLAR LADY OF THE TOWN 


When Shahnaz Muzammil's two daughters grew up 
and started going to school and no longer required her full 
attention and care, she qualified the B.A. examination in Ist 
division which enabled her to get admission in Library 
Science department of the Punjab University. After 
qualifying her Public Service Commission exam she started 
“her career from Islamia College Cooper Road Lahore. This 
was an independent posting where she had none except a 
couple of experienced. but not properly qualified staff to 
initiate her into full fledged librarian-ship. However through 
trial and errors she was able to put the library on footings 
whereby it could be developed into a functional and 
organized store house of knowledge. 


Her two years at Islamia College were not wasted 
because when she took over the charge of a newly 
established Model Town Public Library, she had little 
difficulty „in identifying the problems that a new 
establishment usually faces. Now after years of careful 
planning and faithful execution it has assumed the shape of 

" fully functional modern Library which caters to the needs of 
all the sections of the public of the locality. It has very 
recently been airconditioned.. The number of members has 

, also exceeded three one thousand but this is not the end in 
itself. This has paved the way for further useful exploit 


ation 
of her time and energy. 


She was favourably inclined towards composing 
urdu verses from her adolescent years, Moreover, research 
and development in her own profession always occupied 
her attention. greatly. However according to her, 


"In my 
own simple and humble way | started writing 


poetry". Her 
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` This resulted in the Publications of Sixth Collecti 


poetry got recognition from the literary Circles of the town 


005 of her 


poetry. Seventh one is under Process. In the field of library 


science also she was able to Produce four works. 


In her childhood she. dreamt of becoming a doctor. 
But her childhood desire remained unfulfilled for a long time, 
This dream came true when she completed the D.H.M.S in 
1991. D.H.M.S is a course of four years about 
Homeopathic Sciences. Dr. Shahnaz Muzammil, the 
versatile scholar lady of the town is a poetess, a writer, a 
doctor, an enthusiastic library administrator, a past debator 
anda compere, first lady announcer of Multan Radio and an 
athlete also. Besides this, she isa good house-wife, a loving 
mother. and who knows what she might be moro. Hor 


Dr. Mrs Shahnaz Muzammil 
By Mamoona Sultan 


1. Name 
Designation 

2. Address: — 
Official Address: 


3. Qualifications: 


4.  Experience:- 


5. . Lectures and 
Papers: : 


BIO DATA 


Shahnaz Muzammil (Mrs) 
Manager/Chief Librarian 


125-F, Model Town Lahore Ph: 851028/858325 
Govt. Model Town Library Lhr. Ph: 854433 


M.A. Library Science 1984. 

P.P.S.C. 1984. — 

Short Courses: French 1989, 

Computer 1990 Management 1990 
D.H.M.S. 1991 . 

Training Course in secentilic Litrature & 
Management 12.9.92 to 21.10.92 at Netherlands. 
Founder Chief Librarian Govt. Model Town 
Library Lahore, Oct. 1986 to date 
Performing the duties of Administrator 
D.D.0., Secretary Recruitment Committee, 
Secy. Book Selection Committee and 
programme Officer. 

Organising quarterly programme’ Adbi 
Sargarmian Brai Farogh-e-Mutala’. 
Presided many litrary, cultural, and 
religious functions 

Invited as a judge at children complex 

and different Schools and Colleges 


Punjab Public Library Work Shop 25.3.87. ` 
Dyal Singh Trust Library Work Shop 6.6.88 
S.M. Arts College Karachi Work Shop 28.1.89 
Children Complex Lahore Work Shop 13.3.89 
Jinnah Library Gujranwala Work Shop 9.12.89 
PLA 14th Annual Conference, Karachi 8.01.91 
Survey of Children Section Section in 

Public Libraries of Punjab. 16.5.92 

Paper: Public Library Services 
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Dani ear و‎ ^ vOnlerence 21.1.93 
Role of public libraries Work Shop 5.93 
Communication process Work shop at 
British Council Lahore 29.8.93 

_ Lecture in Murree. (workshop) 30.08.94 


. 6. Membership: Pakistan Library Association. 
PULSAA. Councillor 1989.90, Chairperson - 
Exhibition Committee in the conference 
‘held on 5 Nov. 1990-Joint Secy. 1990.91 
Chairperson Publicily & Promotion 
Committee 1990-91. 


7 Social Work:- „President f Halqa-e-Tajdeed-e-Sukan 
۱ Model Town Lahore. 
Chairperson : Adab Saraay Model Town 

Director : Qadri Maarkaz-e-Falah 

Director P Al Kubra Welfare 
Association Lahore 

: Branch. 

Member: Habib Wellare trust Multan, 

Member: Ladies Club, Model Town Lahore 

Member: International Womens Islamic 
Organisation 

Member: Editorial Board PULSAA 
Bulletion 

Member: Board of Directors LAAS 
Lahore. Counceler: 
P.L.A. PULSAA. 


Dars-e-Qurna daily in Model Town Library and 
monthly for ladies since 1987. External Examiner of 
CLS in 1989. Completed the studies aller marriage 
with two daughters. List of Publications attached. 
Won prizes in many debates at School College Level. 
Best Player of Badminton and other games. Won the 
championship of Table Tennis among the Lady 
Players of the Punjab University Departmental Level. . 


8. Publications: Poetry: — Payyam-E-Nou Urdu 1989 


Jurrat-E-Izhar " 1990 
i Jazab-0-Haroof ` 1990 

Akkas-E-Dewar | 

pay Tasweer T 1991 

Mom Kay Saiban 1994 


(Shelter o! Wex) 
Maray Khawab Adohray Hayn. 


oels of today. 1994 
/3.9€ Uo. NW vr" 2227 
-bő gy Ghem-e-Idrak (Under process) 
Research works: Directory Librarian Ka 
Shaher Lahore . 1990 
Faroog-E-Mutalia Kay 
Bunyadi Kirdar 1990 
Namaz 1990. 
Kitab yat-E-Iqbal 1989 
Kitab yal-E-Muqalajat 1991 
9. Programs organized — ' (Brief list) Inaurguration G.M.T.L. 10.6.87 
^. Books exhibition ` 21.05.89 
Universal Children's Day 15.10.88 
Sarieaki Mushaira Pakistan Level 04.02.89 
Talent Show . 15.06.89 
Book Review 29.09.88 
Sirrat-un-Nabi 31.10.88 
Iqbal Book fair 24.11.88 
Mushaira 14.12.88 
Narcotics control & New Generation 4.01.89 
Istamization in Britain 16.2.89 
Dars-e-Quran 28.02.89 
Maqaballah Husna-i-Qirat l 17.04.89 
Annual functions 10.06.89 
° Mahfillah-i-Mushaira 31.08.89 
Husna-i-Qirat 7.10.89 
Universal Children's Day 24.10.89 
Mushaira E 31.07.90 
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10. Achievements: 


Husna-i-Qirat 
Mushaira 
Husna-i-Qirat 
Seminar for Medical STudents 
Book reviews. 
Litrary function 
Debates . 
Reference for famous poet 
Tufail Husharpuri 

` Mushaira 
Organizes Literary Programe of Adab 
Saraai, Since 1990 lo date 


Founder chief Librarian/Incharge Manager 


Govt. Model Town Library Lahore. 
Ist. Lady Incharge Librarian of Public 
Libraries, Punjab, ۱ 

1st. Lady Announcer of Radio Pakistan 
Multan. ۰ 

Participated in Sariki Mushaira on 
Pakistan Lavel 4.2.89. 

Parlicipated in First Urdu Mushaira of 
Ladies on T.V, March, 1993 
Participated in all Pakistan Ladies 
Mushaira International women club Lhr. 
Participated in Fi irst Sariki Mushaira ol 
Ladies on T.V. July, 1993. 
Participated in different combined 
Mushairas throughout the country, 
organizing litrary prog of Adabsarae. 
All Pakistan Writers Conlerence 
Islamabad, Oct. 1994. 

All Pakistan Writers Conference Mirpur 
Azad Kashmir, December, 1994. 

All Pakistan Conference PLA (Pakistan 


`. Librarian Association) in Lahore, 


December, 1994. 
National Conference 1994 12 April 1995. 


11 


11. Interviews 
Published: 


12. Articles 


On Poetry by: 


191 National Conlerence for ladies April 1995 
2nd National Conference Nov. 1995. 
ALL PAKISTAN MUSHAIRAS 
Participated in 5th Elites College Aalami 
Mushaira at Karachi 9.9.93. 

Participated in Aalami Mushaira at 
National Stadium Karachi 15.9.93. 
Participated in Aalami Mushaira of Stock 
Exchange al P.C. Karachi 16.9.93. 
Participated in Saadat-e-Amrohia Aalami 
Mushaira al Karachi 17.9.93. 

FOREIGN COUNTRY MUSHAIRAS 
Participated in a Mushaira in Belgium. 
September, 1992. 

Participated in 2 Naatia Mushaira at 
Bermingham England. 23.10.92 
Participated in a special litrary evening 
organized by Urdu Magazian Ravi" in my 
honour. Recited my poetry at Bredford 
England 24.10.92. 


Newspapers; Imroz, Pakistan, Pakistan 

Times, Nation, Awam, Nawai Waqat, Dawn, News, 
Magazines: Akbar-e-Jahan, Akbar-e-Khwateen, Ravi 
England, Republic. Mehfil, Markaz, Women Year 
Book of Pakistan. Adab-e-Latif, Tajdeed-e-Nou, 
Pazeerai, . Mahe-e-Nou, Gulo ۴636,۰۰ ۰ 
Manshoor, Ganimat Seep Alfaz, Shair Kharam India, 
Bazgasht Osloo Mayar Waqaf. Nava Biographical 
Ercyclopedia of Pakistan 1995. che 


Tufail Hushair Puri 
Munir Niazi 

Anis Nagi - Anisnagi 
Dr. Waheed Qureshi 
Dr. A Sohail 
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13. Awards: 


Dr. Anwer Sadeed 

Dr. Ajmal Niazi 

Younas Javed 

Prof. Hassan Askari Kazmi 
Shahzad Ahmed 

Shuhret Bukhari 
Rohi-Kunjahi 

Attauthaq Qasmi 

Karamat Bukhari 

Nazeer Qaisar 

Aatber Sajid 

Ashfaq Naqvi 

Saad Ullah Shah 

Mansoor ۹ / 
Abbas Tabish 

Faisal Hanif 

Anaas-u-Din Rehmani 
Qaisar Amin-u-Din 

Hassan Muiz-u-Din Qazi 
Afsar Sajid 


`` Kaneez Ishaq 


Shabir Ahmed Qadri 
Dr. Younis 
Prof. Shamim Akhtar 
Prof. Ghaffar Babar 
Ambreen Raza 
Mrs. Sadiqa Naseer 
Noumana Farooq 
Shahid Hinai 
Mamoona Sultan 
1. Shield awarded by Mian Amer Mahmood, 
' Councillor and residents of 
Model Town 10th June, 1989. 
2. Award Husson-E-Karkardigy 1990-91 
Litrary award 13.9.91 
4. Letters of appreciation from the Minister 


t5 
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5. Jang Talent Award : 11.11.1993 
of Education and the Director General, 
Public Libraries, Punjab, Lahore. 
6. Best Urdu Poeless award 22/01/95. 
14. TRAVEL: . Netherlands, Holland, Belgium, Lexumberg, UK, 
; London, 81٥0810. Bermingham, Manchester, Saudi 
Arabia. 
15. Record: Clippings 
Photographs 
Videos 
Casselles. 
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is ^. M. AFSAR SAJID 


Shahnaz Muzammil-- woman poet -- comes up with a 
. cool but studied expression of her poetic yearnings through 
her latest verse collection, Aks-e-Diwar Pey Tasvir (an 
illustration reflected on the image of a wall). It is a symbolic 
title but the contents of the book -- comprising Ghazals and 
Nazams -- bears little pretence to symbolism. Her Ghazals -- 
technically sound -- convey a plain but conventional 
impression of the protagonist's distress in love. Her diction 
being simple, there ‘is nothing specific about her style. But 
her accent is surely earnest and is maturer than that of 
many of her contemporary female poets. 


Shahnaz Muzammil's Nazams, however, have a 
Palpable. formalistic entity. She does not philosophise 
experience, but flashes it artistically on the wings of quasi- 
blank verse, to the aesthetic pleasure as well . as 
enlightenment of the reader. i 


The Nation . Lhr. 
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BOOK REVIEW 


Shahnaz's Jazb-o-Haroof has tired out to be و‎ 
potpouri of personal emotions, heartfelt joys, Serious 


contemplation and highly sensitive feelings peculiar to a 
poet. 


In this venture she has tried to record varieties of 
poetic experience, and has succeeded in wedding outbursts 
of emotions with meticulously chosen words -- a happy 


combination indispensable for poetry. Her poems point to 


Strange vistas and evoke hitherto unknown thoughts. 
Words, for Shahnaz, are no less significant than emotions 


and this is suggested by the title (Jazb-o-Haroof) in a very 
subtle way. 


Mellow accent, optimistic outlook, unconventional 


diction, candid style and fresh imagery remain the striking 
features of this collection. 


The undertones of mystic tilt, which at times 
become rather conspicuous as in "Aas ka Jungle", have 


„rendered her poetry a new dimension. Such poems form the 


nexus of intuitive moments spread out in hor life. 


'Jazb-o-Haroof' is a pointer to her strong beliof in 
life, love, prayer and her conviction in all human values. At 


the same time it records her protest against all that is. 
negative, bleak and sombre. : 


Her poetic genius has a rendezvous with hope. This 
may partly account for the didactic’ fervour and an 


undercurrent of moral outlook that .pervades a few of her 
poems. 


She has experimented with some novel techniques 
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but has garbed her innovations in the traditional Style of 
Urdu poetry. A deep insight and profound understanding of 
human nature lend a new charm to her lyrics. 


وو ap‏ زیت FC‏ کر فا 


v I وہ‎ ut zt لرگ‎ 
ce U^ 74 و و 7م و‎ 
QA Yow frig u! 
خی‎ oe ے‎ A ں ہے‎ 
B L یره‎ bs vw? sli 


Shahnaz's poetry Conveys a distinct impression of 
her acute perception, sincerity of conception and boldness 
of expression. 


A close interplay of poetry and life can be witnessed 
here. She is keenly aware of what is happening both within 
and without her, and remains ever ready to bring about a 
positive change through her attitude and action. 


By: AMBREEN RAZA 
f'Jazab-o-Haroof' by Shahnaz Muzammil, 
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SHAHNAZ MUZAMMIL A POETESS OF MERIT 
۱ DAWN KARACHI 2-2-95 


Shahnaz Muzammil was a new name in modern Urdu 
poetry till the other day but she has taken rapid strides and 
has now come to be recognised as a poet of merit. Her 
collection, Moam Key Saiban (Shelters of Wax) has won 
appreciation from a varied set of writers, including such big 
names as Munir Niazi and Anis Nagi. 


Her fifth collection has 53 poems and 43 ghazals. 
Reaving them one feels that she is deeply committed to 
social causes and views things around her keenly and 
critically. She feels the pulse of the time and expresses 
herself with abandon. She has the courage to say: 


Jahan sangrezey hain hathon 
Mein sab key 
Wahin kanch ka mein makan 


j Dhundti hun 


-^ A feminist, Shahnaz Muzammil is not as loud as 
Fehmida Riaz nor does her poetry revolve round the joys 
and sorrows of life as is the case with Parveen Shakir 
poetry. On the contrary, she says: 


Nafas nafas mein koi ashkar hota key Jo merey dil 
key qareen hai mera khuda ho ga. 


But the "Nazm" is her forte. They give a clear 
indication of her mind-set. | have translated one of her | 
poems, Matti. (Clay). It gives a clearer indication of the i 
manner in which she thanks: 1 


Holding a lump of clay 
۱ have sat contemplating for long 
It is the same clay from which 1 j 


(48 


have been cast 
Moulded into being by God Himself 
Now--how can } mould the clay 
Make earthen pots of it-- 

Or idols! 

Have it plastered on the walls of 
my house ` ۴ 
or use it to raise a gravel _ 

What ! have with me is clay 

But that is what | am 

Why not think of some different use 
Something far-fetched 

Play with it. ! should 

Wear it, | must 

And--revert to clay myself. 


Shahnaz Muzammil-- woman poct -- comes up with 
a cool but studied expression of her poetic yearnings 
through her latest verse collection, Aks-e-Diwar Pey Tasvir 
(an illustration reflected on the image of-a wall). It is a 
ymbolic title but the contents of the book -- comprising 


ghazals and nazms -- bears little pretence to symbolism. Her 


ghazals -- technically sound -- convey a plain but 


conventional impression of the protagonist’s distress in 
love. Her diction being simple, there is nothing specific: 
about her style. But her accent is surely earnest and is 
maturer than that of many of her contemporary female 


pocts. 
however, have a 


Shahnaz Muzammil's nazms, 
philosophise 


palpable formalistic entity. She does not 
experience, but flashes it artistically on the wings of quasi- 


blank verse,’ to the aesthetic pleasure as well as 


enlightenment of the reader. 
Dawn: By Ashfaq Naqvi 
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مر حرف 
Ed inn‏ 
u^ j^ Re^‏ 
po dmt‏ 
کیوں عیاں کے Lying‏ 
$i Ped‏ © 
ار Lupe‏ 2 
2 )1729-449 


HOSTILE ERA 


Why is my heing 

reflected in mirror covered with dust 
and images carved on it 

have lost touch with this hostile era. 


O come out of the Dome of Dream ! 

I want to hear. ` ۱ 

The good news of these destinations ` 
` possessed ۱ 

hy ۰ 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Jilani Kamran 
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Lee E eed 
Lui utor d 
PT 
Dar 

e‏ ین tue‏ ور آیا سے 
eod ui‏ 
i‏ مس کو Ung‏ 
y‏ ہوں؟ 
زرا ی تاروت 
ute Vu: LL ite‘ "i‏ 
ENTRE‏ 


Jet 
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A QUESTION 


Where have we to go ? 

On which track 7 The tracks 

always take new directions. | have ` 
desire in my heart 

and light of deep longing in my eyes 
when I touch 

the milestone. 

But. what's all this heaviness 

which enters my soul ? 

With half opened eyes 1 look up and 
see him who shares 

This journey with me....... and ask : 
"my dear ! . ۱ 
What these aching hands and blistered feet 
tell us ? Haven't we 


gone bevond our home ? 


Poet: 


Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: 


Jilani Kamran 
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و لو 
مه 


۱ ی وا موی‎ SE 
آواز ہی‎ GL ناس‎ 
FI, dd 


CREATIVE MOMENT 


Imagination 

will have new Wings, 

A new voice 

will make echoes in the firmament. 
Some onc, from nowhere will 
nake his unexpected stop 


besides. our door. 


Poet: Shalmnaz Muzamimil 
Translated by: Jilant Kamran 
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nF شام‎ 


UI a اور‎ 


۱ تی P‏ ڈوب ربا ہو 
U‏ ردا س 


eg و‎ Lan fe) 
ایک ربا و‎ 


تمه ارت )و 
مر ہوا ہو 
در Gem Oye‏ 


KN yoy, 
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May it he............ in 

the beloved’s Town, 

Sun going down in the lake, 

hit hy bit. 

its reddish face washed hy lake water, 
and wet weather "E. 
with cold air....... o! 

with all those 

a face unlit hy passion 


turns pale. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Jilan: Kamran 


TORMENTS OF 6 SEASON 
Evening town 
and this sun sinking in the lake; 
ted mantles 
wrapping the face 
slowly, so slowly 
becoming wet. 
Moist air 
Cold breeze. 
. the face demanded of feeling 
and the pale breeze. 


Poem in Urdu by: Shahnaz Muzammil 
| ' Translated into Eng. by: Muzzafer Ghaffar 
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de‏ جا نلیواہوگئی سے 


utud us ev oue 
E unu ul d 
f فوئ چان لیوا‎ 
à iw. پی طونار‎ da 0 £ 
x38 M ef 
uk Lu R 
umi uou aba? 
FONT x 
۱ tie d لک ے لوق وان‎ 
ut £n رک کے‎ tee 
c 2ج خوضبو‎ 
وت‎ ero 
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سوت Eln UU‏ 
می آواز یر وا ALi‏ 

کی صربو ںکاجھ ggg‏ ساسب 

Ves Py y 

eau Ly we Leigh : 
٠ے جاری‎ ft us 
یہ نگ ی ول پل‎ 

£A pa چم نکی‎ 

فضا کی E GI‏ رٹوٹ £e‏ ۱ 
شہنازمزل 
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SILENCE HAS BEGUN TO BITE 


Why is space so very still? 

There’s no music in the air 

and silence has begun to bite. 

Come and raise a storm 

let there be sounds of footsteps, voices: 

With dense clouds let lighting holt 

so frightened birds may produce sounds: 

Let there he tumult. Let tie moment become awake 
Stars which fall from the sky 

are stalled in space and turned to stone: 

there is no melody and no spreading fragrance. 
In every quarter, there is silence, and silence. 
Aimless quiet is spread out, 

hearing my voice, would someone turn back, return 
and call my name in a known lite? 

For centuries | have carried this load . 

of stars shivering at the edge of eyelashes: 

` Let clouds hang low and declare open season! 
Fire is gaining ground on earth 

Let their drops fall on fiery earth 

and the sweet sound of pitter-patter reach mel 
Then the quiet in space may crack! 


Poem in Urdu by: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated into Eng. By: Muzzafer Ghalfar 
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meom 
" THE FATAL QUIET 


Quiet stillness form here to horizons 
Songless are the winds. 

This quiet appears to he fatal 

Su. come, my friend 

Come to raise a ripple 

Come knocking with your steps 

Some sound shall fade the stillness out. 


* Let the hurricanes come not alone 
let it come with the thunder and light. 
Let the birds he shocked to squeak. 

, Let the ripples cause moments to rise. 


Stars hreaking loose in the skies. 
Have turned into inert stones, in space. 
There is neither a rhyme; nor fragrance. 
There is quiet stillness all around. 

Is that fatal quiet ?‏ ۔ 


I wish my call does echo; 
Some must pick the signal up; . 
Some response with affection known. 


Being crushed in the centuries load; 

Stars tremble at eyelashes. 

| wish incessant rain of the ^ Saavan' month 
To cool down the hot. ever hot thirsty earth, 


The ۰ Saavan' drops may cause rattles 
Like the dancer's ornaments. 

The fatal quiet may fade out 

this quiet still be not fatal. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil . 
Translated by: Hasan Muizudin 


Note: "Saavan' is the name of a romantic rainy month in 
the native calendar. 
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ابی رستو ںکو چنا ے‎ 
۱ Lg ابی‎ 
ura 2 سب چون ے‎ | 
eg کول اک کاییں ی برت‎ 
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که را مرن مج‎ | 
ل رکو و ل جاۓ گا‎ 
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Cor, Qr z 
qud بے سورخ روشن کا اک‎ 
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THE SUN HAS YET TO BURN 


The Sun. my Sun. has yet to burn 
keep it burning; yes ! 
It has to run its orbit. 


My Sun is the good old workhorse, 
Exploding out its atoms 
"Every mist. every morn. 


lt its orbit ends, 
„ And the last light put out: 
The Sun shall earn its rest. 
But for us; for me and my ecology ! 
Desolate, darkness, lifelessness. 
The creature with no eyes 
(Insect, bat, subterranean, submarine life) | 
And the humans with no sight, 
All are guided hy the noble Sun - 
To traverse their path, their daily chore 
In pursuit of food and life. 


The Sun has yet to burn 

Can it die ? Would it die? 

This symbol of light and life. 
Would the light kill the life, or, 
Would the life put out the light ? 
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] shall not let it die Gean 

My Sun, my source of light and life 

1 am fond of light, 1 am fond of life. 
On my frail shoulders 

1 shall let a wall be raised 

Brick. by brick, higher and higher 

The wall shall shield, 

Shield & protect the spark 

Of the Sun, my dear Sun, 

The symbol and source of life and light. 
I shall not let it die. 

I shall catch its rainbow rays 

In my palm; 

To protect. preserve & spread the rays 
For every desolate darkness. ` 

The Sun might burn me, but; 

shall not let it die, my Sun, my dear Sun.‏ ا 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Hasan Muizudin 
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آزادتیری 


eur cde 

| Ur آزاد قیر شش‎ Lue 

JE INS می‎ 
میتی سوجوں کے میدب‎ od | 
(0 oed Supt 
Utd X de Eile 

le ہے‎ Bust 

ode‏ بھی بند ھے ہیں میرے 
,2 مو رک mal UAI AA‏ 
diu eliga‏ 

b (opa زا‎ Hs 
سب فضا یں‎ casa 
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کرک رکش LPUP‏ 
ورگ وو PX‏ 7 
ماری طروجور NEU EL‏ 
ماری اط LL sh f Ut nb‏ 
ےکوہساروں کے UH‏ کے Jue‏ سارے کی zur‏ 
گھرستاروں کا رت جا اب i‏ | 
AS TE‏ ہے 
—BUuCSgYg.‏ 
Gey‏ گالوں یہ y ZL‏ 
میب ی مرک بب کی ب l‏ 
یں ہو کے آزاہ قیر می Un‏ 
tale!‏ میریگ وک یں 
عاعوں پر لگا Wee‏ 
بے ال دپ بھی مت ہیں میرے 
کیب ی مکی یاج 
dri‏ 
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FREED PRISONER 


What a helplessness 


Twas freed, but am yet in jail. 


The petals of my desire 

Have withered. 

The birds of my visions 

Are a prey tor game shooters, 

| have lost my sights, 

there are guards on my listening prowess. 
My wings are locked tight. 
The onset of the spring 
Has for me 

Not a knock, and 

No fragrance. None waits for me after | was freed. 
None is there to reassure, 

That the sleek winds 

That the slender twilight, 

That the tress of the rose, | 

That the beauty around, 

That sweet smelling hue, 

That from the fairy land 

Have descended with a fair form, 

These stars and galaxies. the moon 

These chains of hills and mounts 

Magnificent. high and lofty, 

for a beholden view, 
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VL‏ ہوا 


نم تال i Sr‏ 
TE GE‏ واری میں P‏ 
اں کیا فاتره 

ے ازل کا وشد مار 2.2 


زو Fr‏ کے کت ی ALA‏ 
وہ رم نے P J^‏ 


اپنے ہاتھوں هکرس رو ہوا 
م ہیں اوران گل ہے ے ایی مزا 
eg 4.‏ 

زرد WL US‏ از 

is £‏ کت جر 
TaT‏ 

ug‏ ات ریس 


اور بگھرتے ری 
2L.‏ تال وخر 
"T.‏ 
تین رزق بزا 

۱ و3 


ا مب نشاں مث کے 
Led‏ 

ہزم وم Lik‏ 

L این‎ 
AMO 

e ما‎ 

Vo‏ ری ہے کن ہوا 

> آل اس زی کو بو ر 
حون کے اس و ار 
fanz tis‏ 
ور فضاکے نشال سارے دہوتے کی 
اپ هگن پم Ke?‏ ہوا 
راۓ واریاں 

V 

ute‏ کوش اب 

م ال oy‏ 

کی TF‏ واری میں ھی سے 
"TAI‏ 
"MAT‏ 
۰ رزق ہوا 

]رز ہوا 


zit? 
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` FOR THE SUSTENANCE OF AIR 


We. the inflamed autumn leaves 
Have arrived in the valley of flowers. 
But in vain. 


Destiny is set for us. 
. To bloom and start falling 
At the advent of autumn 


The tree in which we grew 
Bade us farewell ۰ 

The wings of air, 

We are delicate petals 

And are. destined to fly 

With the dried yellow leaves. 


Our origin is unknown 

Like our destination. 

We have to keep flying like this. 
To be spread all over. 


Some to line the winding lanes. 
Same to sustain the air 
But nothing remains. 


Screaming wind mourns. 
The sky decorates the earth 
With pearls, 

“ow the spring is hack, 
After we have perished. 
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Dried. barren land is green. 
No signs of decay remain. 
We hosted the festival of spring. 


Now the vales and the hills 
Are ridden with flowers. 


. We. the inflamed autumn leaves 
Have arrived in the valley flowers. 


But in vain. 


The mourntul time will once again imply. 
You are for the sustenance of air, 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Dr. Asghar Nagi 
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^ ۳ 
2 1 رور 


ig Vua cg ان‎ 
Uf Aut V AA 

av‏ بل کے ہم án qul‏ رم ک ڈور 
وت کے بے رم tube‏ وہ ہم Seta‏ 
ڈور EGF adf‏ 

سے پا UI‏ روژگر اس JA‏ 

پا میرے پم تہ Vey, bili‏ 

اک Gry‏ تا جے ار پیت 

ja Ger OP سکو تنام بھی‎ ox 
مکی ڈور‎ ad oe وال ہاتھوں سے مر‎ 

ب رگ رت کل ہے لک ایک ون 

ج مرا دیک سب ترے پلڑلاے گا ٠‏ 
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۱ 
راکب رن زور سس 
رها هک یں رد کا کا جوڑ ہے 

۱ Ure Ebr Avy اک‎ 
PI od e eA اس سے جو‎ 
Su LB یری‎ e rou e | 
می آسیں کن ری‎ gh dao | 
LBS NL a SSG SLI 
Be EAL sds 

الاب آے اور بج کو زرا EM‏ 

505 ڈور‎ dr Ais AUN dd 
UO t ئی سے ڈور ر بت‎ nd 

و رت هنن Bathe NLU‏ 
Sut Ger‏ اور چم کی رش مکی ڈور 

بل کے ید سے کی کٹ گی کی ڈور 


we 


THE SILKEN TIE 


How much I strived for a relation ‘ 
But it bore no fruit. It gave no return 
The silken thread we prasped together 
Evanesced in the storm of malevolent time 
The tie was of silk which toppled on 
| thought of catching its other end 
` But procured nothing and the distance stretched away 
ls other end was in your hand 
You could have held it fast if so desired 
lt melted away in my enervated hands 
` Then for long I yearn for a day 
When vou would hring the end which hung ahout you 
And tell me it's a longwinded string ۰. 
Which would not break in twinkling of an eye 
An end once held is never unheld 
A knot once tied is never untied _ 
Behold! My helplessness I cogitated 
With my eyes on the threshold 
And my stare at the sky 
You never picked your way to tie the knot 
T come to me to tell that you have brought 
Silken string which unravelled but not untied 
Pondered on and bolted-out the silken string 
ut by me heart's mirror. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated hy: | Noumana Farooq 


; 45 


| کوت شام می uM SH bn FF‏ 
MENOS‏ 
e LL,‏ 
LATTE‏ 
- 
See‏ صورت £i‏ 
جوم M‏ سے : Hl‏ 
Ht les‏ 
وو ہی 
| سب کے سب لو و دکھوئے ہوئے ہیں 
udi‏ کن تیر گمو ںکو eur ule‏ 
de eat o Cur‏ یں 
ملاک ماس کے dt‏ ہو ہے ہیں 
در دور - ور وور پارل دور ن Ute‏ 
rome‏ بے 4-08 
And‏ 
eU zz by axed‏ 
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UES‏ سب کے سب ہیں موم 
وم رال ے تر سی | 
اور اب ان سائانوں شش 
ج تی اگ سے قطرو ںکی um‏ 4 
FL SUC!‏ تو 
کون Uta‏ 
TAA P |‏ 

4 ارز وکو LSP SE‏ 
پل و ںکو er LU‏ 

dne 
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SHELTERS OF WAX 


The resounding bells in the silence of evening. 
The redness of a setting sun in the horizon. 
The floating clouds on the sky. 

The fragrance of an altering season, 

The.same phenomenon, 

Let it remain in a dream's form 

^ large con-course : 
Nobody has conceived nor will conceive 

The suffering of a bunyan tree 

Flight of a heron set apart from its row 

That they are lost themselves 

And rest their sparkling eyes on a scaffold. 
The darkness is augmenting inside. 

Succession of hope is lying ahead. 

Oceans are distant - Rivers are far and clouds are yondering 


Blazing is the sun and destination unknown 
The shelter of any wall 


No cover of blessing above the head 
Ana in these shelters. 
` Which are dripping in drops 
who will he rendered safe ? 
Who will exist ? 
What will come of the world ? 
That losing desires & struggles 
My Eyes are resting on a scaffold. 


Poet: 


Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: 


Noumana Farooq 
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a پیج‎ 


سور یگ ری 
نر we‏ سے E‏ ما 
b Gr d‏ بوعا کول زرا . 
E ou asd FE aui ay‏ 
| ال e‏ سفنے 6 34 
Qr ules‏ دی ust‏ اڪ n‏ | 
ر A QU gr‏ اے: 
uh -£ 17:4 A‏ شی l‏ ۳ 
fie -—‏ یی پول t‏ 
of‏ لول رل" ٠ ke P.‏ 
JS‏ سفنے 07 Ub zu‏ 
aw Bu t‏ مور Ub‏ 


Uie من‎ oui دل‎ 
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COFFER OF THOUGHT 


Coffer of thought is vacant, 
My innerself is nescient. 
Open, open! my Lord! 
The egress of my thought. 
Ah! in me that steam, 
Ahl my reverie and dream. 
Shall ! crumble my desire, 
| Or set my dreams on fire. 
. My eyes filled with tears, 
Memory laden fears. 
۱ wander in dementation, 
Coffer of thought is vacant. 
Open, open! my Lord! 
The egress of my thought. 
Imbue, imbue! my coffer, my Lord! 
| want thee in my thought. l 
Declaim, declaim in me, my Lord! 


Coffer of thought is vacant! 


Poem in Punjabi by: Shahnaz Muzammil 


Translated in English by: Mamoona Sultan 
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. DULCINEA 


Is it a mere feeling: 

Or a passion's healing. 
Is it really love ۶ 

Or a mere bluff. ? 

That makes you so dear, 


To a gentle cavalier. 


Your search a dementation. 
۰ 

Is insanity and hallucination. 
Ah! vet your attraction. 


Is a real satisfaction, 


He knows you're a feeling: 
Nothing but a longing. 
Ah! vet men desire, 


For vou. a burning fire. 


Poet: Mamoona Sultan 


AT 


e à l^ Ue 
یت کا‎ Unie uis 
اک قات ے‎ f. etne” 
qM Wu فرب ے ھری‎ 
Sed ee pet ea 
SUS ری حرش ری جو ری‎ 
فور زین کےا ےدام ہک لی‎ 
کش یب ہے نالک حبت یں‎ 
Peet راک‎ 
(EUG Be ہے ا ےک نو‎ 
Uf ان‎ urn uus 
BE Lee رس سیر‎ 
A ہے شاہسوا ر‎ 
ی ہیں رے رور باس کے‎ Ae 
مرت ہیں‎ fA e اگ‎ 
ULLA تیان میں پردانہ‎ 
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THE GOLDEN SILENCE 


Thy art needs nota reward. 

Thy language is never hard. 

Thy words always shine. 

Oh! Silence, beauty is thine, 

Thy golden words help me. 

To let my silent feelings flee. 

Never have I said. 

"God ۱۱ really love you”. 

But shines my silence. 

And not the words so few 

۱ ! never ve Î uttered this word. 
Yet God knows: 

He has heard. 

Never ve Û said. 

"Ammi Abbu ! I love vou". 
But shines my golden silence, 
. Like shining drops of dew. 
My silent smile said hello, 
To this world so shallow. 
Never shall 1 say good-bye, 
As my silent soul shall fly. 
Silently. ۱ was born, i 
Silently. 1 shall die. 


Poet: 


Muamoona Sultan 


rr 
سناے‎ Ute موشیو ںکی زب کو‎ 
e راستا ںکو بھی سنا‎ op al 
حجان اعرا رکب کل ہیں‎ Lost? 
ویو ن کی کی سے گل ہکیا ہے‎ 


Sst gy Lag ut‏ واو بے 
Ute e uu Sunt?‏ 


o‏ کسی کاو دکھاہے 


24 سک سارت p‏ تھے 

نے موس a.‏ 

| دعس‎ SIU rez 

ویو نک زین اطا گر ری 
uneti‏ ۱ 

B وت‎ 

é‏ بت تھ ے فا قرب ماب 

ue Wu خوش‎ 

وش ر کر byl te‏ 
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کے ارک ہے ںوج نے تنم اے 
E ve‏ 
- ولس ای pene‏ 

سے برک با کی رم 

یتم لیا تھا یماں پر میں تنے 

All ی‎ ESF 

Fur; urn? 

ما جب بھی بوڈ رو ںی اس ما کو 

ئ ات و کن می Sure‏ 
whee‏ 
Jy‏ 


CONFUTED CONTRADICTION 


My ınner-self nescience, 

A burden on my conscience, 
My unknown athirst, 

Had oe have a burst, 

Ah! that eternal zeai. 

Will it never heal? 

Question ne one ceuld answer, 

Neither a saint nor a dancer. 

No answer te this quodlihit 

Not at all with an atheist. 

God extended. Himself ? 

Or God created it all ? 

Are orthodox right or sufis ? 

Sull no answer to my call. 

Then. then I learnt. 

As ali my hopes burni: 

My inner darkness i dure. 

And nature is a cure 

He created it all. 

He docs not have à fall, á 

He gave men mind.” 

Ah! most ot them blind 

He solves their queries. 

Melps'em in worries. 

And vet men cry, 

Why God ? none other. why? 


Poet: Mumoonda Sultan 
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Mea LSP doe 


رف صوئی بر یک ما 
ہرگ بداری DIIS‏ 
cb cu‏ 


VN a 


ہے Ve Code f‏ 
lag‏ عطاکیا ے 
وہ ن را وہ دیاب 
وی فرا وی غداے 
می خواہشو ںک کر فت شں Ux‏ 
om‏ ج 2 
aos eU E it‏ 
cup.‏ 
خر مال غر ' مال ے 
IE‏ وی ی جارش کے 
2 2" ` 
uera!‏ ت 
مل لطرت بتاری c‏ 
دا Ue‏ ے خدا یہاں سے 
ن دون ری adh‏ 
L Misa sig‏ 
شاع sse‏ سلطان 
مریم : شمناز رل 
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VOCIFERATION OF SELF ESTEEM 


The periphery of reminiscence lies Vacant, 
The pain fills the eves with tears, 


The perturbed eve renders the sky red. 


Wait for the separation of eve to light up 
The views, revived in my eves. 


Uncircled in many uncertain moments, 


Again Û uss my Lashes: 

I breathe with my mind vacant: - 
And pulveruleant are mw desires, 
Tike vocreratiem of sell esteem is submissive 
M ants te 


grase prints 8757 
۱ 


۱ my w av. 


۹ , far"! 
Poet ۳/۵/۳۰ Fu 


LEAF OF LOVE 


Ain the spring revives, 

The green ane survives, 

The swinging of the swing, 
The song that birds sing, 

The plaudit the spring rives, 
The moment none wants to miss, 
The band of beautiful colours, 
Makes crazy the spring lovers. 
A pale leaf fying: 

Looks back while dying. 

Yes! | left my heaven, 

The reverie beautifully woven: 
Uell from my place. 

| dett all my grace, 

۱ dett the wind of swing. 

۱ dett the bird of spring. 
BCCAUSC.:.......... PEE 
Spring is my dementation, 
Love is my satisfaction. 

Ah! E have lost. 

The beautiful song of dove. 
Yet it's a sop. 

For I'm the leat of love. 


Poet Mamoona Sultan 
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DEATH OR A BLESSING 


Death is never painful, 
Dead ones never harmful. 


life is a deleat. 

And man a cheat. 

Man makes life a misery, 
leke a puzzle or a mystery 


| ile is so rude, 
And people so shrewd, 


Man Kills man just for life, 
~ But lite kills man like a bright knile, 


Death leads. to heaven, lite leads to hell. 
Death is a sea but lite a dry well. 


Poet: Mamoona Sultan 


THE LAST COMPANION 


Frittered my dreams, 
Scattered my screams, 
Like helpless leathers. 
Like changing weathers, 
My desire Like steam, 
Pelt behind a scream, 
The last friend in fear, 
Was hut à tear. 

How much did I strive, 
For my tear to survive. 
It left the barren eyes, 
with but diminished cries ! 


Poet: Mumoona Sultan 
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BANGLES VENDOR 


That evening when the sky was full of dark clouds 
and the blowing wind gave some relief from unbearablg 
heat and humidity of the day. ! called the’ children ang 
announced a visit to the nearby park which was spread in 
miles and its every inch was covered by the blanket of 
greencry. We were sure that going to that park would not 
only lessen the day long boredom but would also make us 
fresh and happy. We set out on foot. 
ehind the trees with their shadows on 
autiful scenery. The blowing - 
aspberry fruit from the 


The clouds b 
‘the road were portraying 8 be 
wind was dropping the ripe native r 
tall trees. 

Children with ladders, shopping bags and sticks in 
their hands were surveying around to catch the falling fruit. 
And some innocent children who had nothing in their hands 
were waiting for the wind to drop some down for them the 
fruit as it passed by. ! was engrossed in this scene. When 
suddenly my eyes met a gypsy woman carrying a basket of 
bangles on her head. All the children saw her and shouted, 
“Aunty (Maasi) Raisham, “Aunty Raishom - the bangles | 
"Vendor" has come aítor so many days. We will all buy . 


bangles. 

Ninon shouted, "Tomorrow is my friend’s birthday ! | 
* want bangles” | want bangles" Kiran also said, "| want, 
bangles for my friend's aunty's Wedding". .The beautiful 
colours of bangles add colours to the imagination g 
children. And in our culture with the name of bangles the 
colours of the evening twilight spreads and the music? 
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x» 
d 


notes of harmonicon resounds. The clinking of bangles is 
the dream of every girl. | was spell bound by drizzling, and 
the woman carrying basket bangles had entangled me in a 
series of thought. . 


"Look Fatima this time | am going to buy red and 
golden bangles. Last time you snatched away red bangles 
from me. This time you should try your colours separately.” 
“Huma said. 


"Stop quarrelling and run as fast as you can 
otherwise the woman will leave and your dreams of bangles 
would shatter." Apa ordered. The gypsy with the basket 
carrying glass bangles of different colours was tall. And 
now was the centre of attraction for all of us. When.we 
reached near her children shouted. "She is Maasi Raisham." 
The children lost their patience and asked, "Where have you 
been for so long? Today we will buy lot of bangles." 


"| have promised all my friends to buy them gifts of 
bangles when ever Ama Raisham would come." Mayna who 
was silent for long said in a breath. ۱ 


"Maasi put down the basket we want to buy 
bangles." But Maasi was standing silently | turned her face 
towards me. And this time she could not bear and the tears 
came rolling down her cheeks. ! was curious to know the 
cause of the pain. She understood it without reading my 
lips and started to related her story. 


"My husband used to beat me daily. But | never 
cared for it. My dreams were with him. And the best dream 
came true when Janoo was born Janoo was our joint 
Property. Before Eid ۱ had earned a lot. So ۱ bought 
Clothes for both of them. When ۱ entered my house | found 
my husband badly craving for his intoxicant. He asked me 
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to give him the money. But how could ۱ give him the mong 
which | had spent in buying the happiness of Eid for him 
and my child. My eyes shone with happiness. Bu ih 
insisted on giving him the money. And without listening وا‎ 
me blamed me and kicked me. ۱ tired to convince him by " 
was of no use. He uttered the word thrice: divorce, divorce 
and closed the door behind me. Janoo, me and my basket 
were lying helplessly outside the houso. My delicate dreams 
broke like fragile glass. He broke the relation. Was this the 
gift of my struggle? Now | feel afraid to see the colourful 
bangles. This basket is my companion. | cannot leave it sol 
gather trash in it. She put before me the basket. It was ful 
of saleable garbage pickings Instead of coloured bangles 
these heaps of papers are left in my faith. Infront of me 
was the picture of a helpless woman of our society. | cried 
bitterly at her helplessness and in an endeavour to stop 
‘sobbing 1 stepped farther and farther away from her. . 


Urdu Short story by: Shahnaz Muzammil 


Translated into English.by: Nomana Farood 


ہوا کو jv) ays by oy‏ وبا وور 
E T‏ 


K‏ ہے ص Sep we ٢‏ کب ھا 
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.$72 وال 


u*‏ یں اور میں کام وم روتوں Jalen e‏ شی در آنے 
والے نگ ہوا کے چھو کے رو )کو مرش کر حجاتے ہیں۔انسان Lb See nf au f‏ 
In Ie PU Gale sll‏ خوش JU tay SU Sten‏ ہے اور ہم LV‏ 
وی ے یھی خوابو ں کی دای ای مور - موس مکی اور رین می بھی خواب ہی ب_اکرکی et‏ 
ام میں جب آسا ن کے پارلول seo, AM eie‏ می ہوا کے تی چھوگوں beso‏ 
Aj‏ نے بھی ا ہے اور چڑھایا ہوا الو ی کاخول انار ی اور sd‏ تکاس ای ر رل کو لک رار 
zs‏ لے fo‏ آواز ر کہ ہمارے نزدیک EKE da‏ پلا ہوا .75422 JA‏ 
Esiste y fee‏ ہیں کر ے شلوار فاگ اور tute? E‏ کول 
اور رن کا wl?‏ ت رگن انل مر عام تار ہوگیااور u‏ می رکارواں کیا نکر جامنوں وال 
A-S PL ty‏ کے ساتے رور کک کے yv‏ کے رر خو ںک وچ ےا fur‏ چامنوں وا ی 
(chu‏ ۱ ۱ 
eL ut‏ بارلوں کے PCE ENS wid lg‏ بے ایک صن 
۱ نظ رچ کر ر سے & ہوا کے زور سے در ut £ e UP‏ نک رے سل اور نے tur‏ 
هیال ایک یگ اور ZF‏ دوڑتے لے آرسے سے اور چند LHL UMP‏ 
SA‏ نہیں تھا۔ ہوا e P ei fut EP ure hi Se‏ 
LE WG tor‏ لے ہرک ان بر SV IE SSSA fen SP‏ 
کے خر یکونے بی ایک رولد Los mf‏ گنای وم می ا ناس بای ہوئی نظ رآ اور 
ny wie P‏ ۔ وہ دی ابی diii zo‏ مت دفوں بعد نظ گی ہم Le‏ 
ee ez‏ چو ڈیاں چا اور می ری سک Ds‏ شاری Se‏ 
TUR‏ کر ن سے باس ہو کم oye‏ کے i‏ ت رگ اور ug‏ پور 
esu fall‏ سے اور cft Z Ur jJ vx jM‏ ی شف HEAL‏ 
EF‏ لت ہیں۔ چ زی ںک KA‏ راو کاخرنصورت Yih fie dec‏ 
ھی نے ewy‏ تھا وہں تنب بوچ ڈو ںکی ٹوکری نے نہ ہا ےکن فالات ٹم 
Sie a‏ اس وفعہ می مرخ اور ری چ یں لوی کیل دق تو نے مس ا 
لا تن یں اس vae tying lots‏ نے ولتق Bee Se bn‏ 
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"اب ان مت ینار اور dcn faz‏ دای کے یل جال ےکی اور ux cA‏ 
ALMUS Ue Ace Lous‏ رال اور باب ہوتے کارعب ae‏ 
et NE a)‏ کک چ ژی رال ۷ eio‏ سے جن er‏ اورا یبای باب 
رک ای د o‏ سب ا Lue HS‏ لورت Jur a‏ اس تک جا 
E‏ دہ رم ok P‏ سے میرد ہوا۔ ای ر bod‏ گی میں ات ون بی نہیں س 
آپب ۱ ۱ 
CI‏ ڈعی ری چو UU‏ خریدمیں گے“ ۲ 2 
شس نے مو اتی ude‏ سے بھی وعد ہکیاہے جب ای ریشم آ کی یش تم سب کے لئے 
RE‏ کی وکر ی انارو Elo matt‏ ناموئ می ایک تیاس pios‏ 
LES‏ بان ی اکن می اور Pasig‏ تون سرد ای( n‏ 
é «idit.‏ سر چو ڑیاں وو nr gsr‏ مرخ رگوں وال UU‏ کر یام 
Beg‏ رپ تھا ےکی تی وښ نک PA‏ »وس یسک فراش VEGA‏ 
AEA nf‏ اس کاچروا نی طرف موژا کرای سرخ VEN‏ 
zo‏ چا LF‏ نے اس کاچردانی ^A)‏ ۳ 
اور بل Lusis‏ سار اس AL‏ یر یکلا کر سے woe Sox ie‏ 
Ej M"‏ ۳ ےا سک وٹ RET‏ او رگریا Puis do‏ رگا JK‏ 
جرک س ےکوی عجت سے EON CN‏ باو کے ں ری اس رگین زر یک چوڑیوں 
Ur" id 5 D 2 T >‏ عرادوں سے پرا ہونے والے نماتو کے لئ 
five‏ ضور میں ES SA Rf‏ کے PRAPA‏ 
١ uM 5 zw‏ سی سیک A e‏ دیتاده مرا کر 4 
T‏ یی میں نو تی٠‏ 44 i i‏ سب سے تن RIG‏ تم روگ 
ت او رے غاب بند the‏ : و M‏ 
ال pin‏ میرے غا SES, x‏ جیاکروں ی۔ عید سے بل £L SFIS‏ 
اتید سے سے یرس خن می ںگ سکم ہیں را غل موئ انو ل میں 
Ute E i‏ جس الہ ے ای را تکولا میے رے IU‏ خو بکمائ یکی ہو ee‏ 
د مت دروازے "G 2 zt Se MS‏ ”لال "eug‏ . 
uere‏ و Foye,‏ د ہونے دی۔ جافعہ ہو ارام زاری- ارات 
G‏ می ہیں جانو وہ میں نے Kaot sehi ASL E‏ 
LA pyle, ee,‏ اور جارس رگید ا سکو د ۸ ade‏ 
ید mend Past oe oir ae‏ 
اما وا A Her‏ رل باس 
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22 pa 


pe ALLIEN یا کین‎ A 
ری جات من جاو کهگه ال - زان پا پیر‎ Seg کو‎ é بات‎ SAS. 
وک ی اور مھ ترا‎ IOVS دروازہ بن‎ SA SoU سے بے طلا دی لاق دی‎ 
۱ یز ول اور کون سے و ٹک ریم‎ UU zd کے کرک میں موجور‎ ey Ly 
ME اط 7ڈ ی لا ری‎ LY Lei سے خاب کاک چو یو ںکی ط‎ Wee 
چو ڑیاں رک کر خو فآ ا ہے گی یہ وکر ی میرا ان ہے ا کو چھوڈنیں مک‎ fue! 
ابا ی مس ے جک کی ہوں اس نے مرس سا وکر کی زع پر رک دی اس می کو ڈ ا رک ے تا‎ 
ure ABL تست دگل چو ولو لک ما2 کار کے سے وٹ‎ ouf 
br tS میرے مار ےکی رم تک هم نضو‎ ibep- uzili 
٤اب بل ریا ی سو ںکور وکن‎ Ue Se Sle Peut رودی‌اور‎ 
| AT بل پ ری ہاں یش در‎ ut Pod ndr 


pe 


fedor h 


vi^ 
EVA 

٠ اسب‎ 

exc 1770 

pe iS 

uod‏ ےکس با 
کہ 


god سو نکی‎ t^ 
LS oh کے دال رو شی‎ 
اور‎ 


sue 
do» 
I ےر نت ہونے ہے زرا‎ 
کم لک دیا بے‎ 
ای راتکرچو‎ 
fus L VILIS, 
ڈحاپ ےک التو لکرنے‎ 
اور‎ 
کل ہار ے دن اور رات یکر‎ 
برل ڈالیں‎ BE 
اور‎ 
PEE 
auos 
qr 
bie دن اور رات‎ 
نمشد استرا رگر لش‎ 
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yeW HORIZON 


Why not? 

Before break of dawn, 

In the brume of frigid weather, 
the opus of feeling be read. 
So that, ....-- 

The dawning. sun in darkness 
Gets a new glimmering message. 
And ...... i 

Why not? 

Before setting of sun, 

A new message be consigned, 
To the night which 

Shall cover .... 

the sins of 


the beclouded day. 
And 


Why not? 


: Our days and nights together 


Shall change the destin of years. 
And ۱ 


Why not? 

On the horizon 

A promise of new era 
kesak .... be spread in 
beautiful colors. 

Why not? 

A new relation be amplified 
With day and night. 


Urdu poem by: Sadiqua Naseer 
il 
Translated into English by: Shahnaz Muza 
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A FAREWELL 


We sce you off 

With — and sorrow 
Just like a dove 
Other will follow 

But your deeds in que 
Will thrill in heart 
May God bless you 


Till existence last 


A Poem by Shahnaz Muzammil 


When she was in Class IV. 
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